KABLOONA
wind \vas hideous. I could not get to sleep. The igloo was too
short. One of my legs was in a bad way and I could not stretch
it cut. Outside, the dogs were whimpering; and we indoors lay
like the dogs, eyes wide open listening all night to the wind.
Not all of the nights I spent alone with Shongili were, like
this one, nights of horror: some were peaceful. He would have
eaten, and I, too. He would be sitting on the edge of the iglerk,
legs dangling, head forward and body supported by his elbows
at either side, bottom in air, staring straight ahead. The seal-
oil lamp would be giving off its gentle glow, and from time to
time Shongili would crush and re-shape its wick with the back
of a spoon — all our household silver — and relapse into his
animal immobility, A little earlier he would have cut out, above
our heads, a hole through which the smoke could escape; and
after we had eaten he would have stopped it up with a ptar-
migan skin. I would slip into my sleeping-bag, too weary to
bear any longer the sight of that lifeless profile, that eternally
recurring gesture of nose-picking and snot-swallowing. If only
I might never see this man again! I would say to myself.
That, I dare say, is what we call human nature. This man
whom I admired while he built the igloo, whom I loved like a
brother in the storm, so that I was almost proud to feel that
sentiment of fraternity in me— as soon as it was over, as soon
as all was well again, this man became for me a stranger, all
but an enemy, a being so odious that I could not bear the sight
of him. Slowly I would sink down into my sleeping-bag, into
the humid lining of the ice-covered skins. In another minute, I
would say to myself, the bag will cover me completely, and I
shall be alone. Down. Slowly down. Cautiously, without stir-
ring too much, because it was so cold, I would contrive a little
opening through which to breathe. A.cigarette was my next
thought. A cigarette to take the curse off the rigour of the trail.
A beatific cigarette. I would smoke it down to the very end,
burning my wind-chapped lips.
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